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"Where did you get the stuff that you gave him?**
He pointed to a jar of what looked like the gum
from a cactus and a bottle filled with pure-white
liquid.
"Mistress was mixing these last morning here. She
made up small bottle and tasted it end of finger. Note
came from young man there. Mistress angry. She
tore up note and poured away medicine. She ordered
me out and locked door. Mr. Oliver he come here to-
night very ill. When I come he tells me mistress angry
with him, not give medicine. He gave me gold
watch/' Pooralli concluded, producing it and swing-
ing it by its chain. **I mix just little how I thought
mistress did. Miss Grassleyes now go fetch clever man
Mr. Granet. Perhaps he help. If not, perhaps they
hang Pooralli/'
Jane smiled at him consolingly.
"There is nothing amongst these herbs, I am sure,
that could kill any one. You wait here. If Mr. Granet
has not left I will fetch him.**
She hurried back to the dining-room. Granet had
changed his place and was sitting side by side with
Suresne, who was as usual talking. Jane tapped
Granet on the shoulder and he rose at once to his feet.
"Please come outside with me for a few minutes,
Mr. Granet," she begged.
He made a gesture of excuse to Suresne and walked
with her towards the door.
"More trouble," she sighed when they reached the
hall.
tel am sorry," he murmured with real sympathy in
his voice. "Can I help?"